FRIEDRICH    NIETZSCHE       103

to me the worst possible slight that could be given
me. Of course,, he does not mean it in that way, for
up to the present he has not for one moment thought
of anyone but himself, and the confounded stress our
religion lays on the "salvation of one's own soul??
leaves him utterly indifferent to anything else, friend-
ship included. ... At last, he confessed what his at-
titude was, and now every three days, almost, there is
an explosion. The poor man is in a desperate condi-
tion and no longer accessible to words of counsel;
that is to say, he is so entirely led by vague aspira-
tions that he seems to us like a wandering valleity.
Oh, our excellent, pure Protestant air! I have never
in my life before felt my dependence upon the spirit
of Luther so strongly as I do now, and this wretched
man wants to turn his back on all these liberating
geniuses! It is so very hard for me to understand how,
after eight years of intimate association with me, this
spectre should arise at niy elbow, that I often wonder
whether he can be in his right senses, and whether he
ought not to undergo a cold-water cure. And, after
all, I am the man on whom the blame of this con-
version will rest. God knows I do not say that out
of egoistic solicitude. But I, too, believe that I stand
for something holy, and I should blush for shame if
I were suspected of having had anything to do with
Catholicism, for there is nothing I hate with a more
deadly hatred.

Interpret this ghastly story in as friendly a manner
as possible and send me a few woMs of comfort I
have been wounded precisely in my friendship, and
hate the dishonest, sneaking nature of many friend-